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believe that my living might give joy | with Asher Merton.
0 yduo, 1 would fain live s little while | well enough, hat he is not strong.

could not come sconer. The
not come on until yesterday.
is it with you?®

‘It is well, Horace. Sic
my side. [ want to tell you
tried, to make me belleve that you

the yard and around the house—tracks
which they could not legitimately sc-
count for; but many people had come
and gone on honest business duriog
the night, and nothing could be made
hoytunh-wumvocu On this morning Edith appeared
1 think he means |#ad and eareworn; but she sald she
1f{bad not heen disturbed afler she

.'“’

intestatel* * ! .
Miam luno\ answer,

Mlllbllh.lh.h-.

pirticsiar reasons for not
pass away without leaving a will be-
hind biw.'

will bave no pesr reiative living when

longer. But it may notbe. The hand | T lived | should sever presshim. fHo|retived. Neivhor bad Hormen. ‘luﬁﬂykmolnmhm-ﬁ-"-“‘h?“.'-_‘“_m“
of transition s upon me, even naw. |is the father of Lily, and she is a bless.| Since the papers of & d | gons,’ d the lawyer, crisply.| {you for a fullilment of his wishes re-
My soft, whom ' 1 dearly love, and who | ed girl. Ah! my boy, you know her— | were all under seal of a recoguized at® Edith flushed to the eyes, garding aiysell. I know thab evil has

mﬂbmuhwﬂ-y«n

-pm‘-ﬂ!h As for this busi-

t'ms Been Bone. "1 'know that

|went to New Work, for Me.
#pokd' fo mie About it. He told me

dhtﬂul‘hnuam

be should leave great power in your

h-h., but | know not how 1o any|

Well, you both have my blessing.
Come pearer, Hddnoe. You remember
your mother? But you do not remem-

torney, no settiement of business was
attempted until after the |
The funeral was held on

‘Yon do know of such. reasond,

T'adi gove, must conunue on to Amer- Merton. You know bow, in the ‘b'

iea. You will help him if you oan, and

earth it. Tdo wo. tink Mr. ‘Mbrton

y, and wotld have lent himeelt directly 1o d] Sl

#o¢ him pn his way back to Englaad.
wherd s will again go on board bis
ship. He is a good boyjand has already
o fair start in his profession.’

“Clara, leave the boy to me. [ will
dobyhi.n though he were my own
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‘It will not be for long, Walter.
You were my first—"have been my only
love, Aand in this there has been ho

By SYLVANUS COBB, Ju

ber, for you do not know, the days
when-she and I were young. But you
know what she told me with her dying
speech, my boy—that she would be
mine, and ooly mine, in the world to
come? You remember?’

great was the concourse

Trey.

seat nearer. Ab, my boy, I see shad.
ows on your face. They fit across
like clouds. Bat never mind. I doubt

Many came uvp from lluhi.,-d
many came down from Albany snd
And there were sincere mourn-
ers. Truly, a shadow was upon Ingle-
Ild.—-l darker shadow, in fact, than

On the following day—Mounday—
Mr. Merton summoned all Interested
to attend in the lihrary of the mansion,

go. and you must know that *
Harg bad most partical

sence of & will, all this property mhst
Waker

wrong-doing; but it is very plaia th be

for not wishing it to go thus.’
¢ Miss Somerby,” said Merton, with
judicial dignity, ‘ you are beside your-

with forced calmness; though with
deep and bitter feeling:

self. Perhaps” he added, with nn

Bdith rose to her fest, and spake

Hargrave; and I think [ can see how
he has been aoted upon. He is in debt
to thie estate some thousands of dol,
lars, gud Lyon has intimated that in

But of yourself—is there not| * Yes, desr guardian, I b lly thought. Not only was ; ; ‘”lﬁ'ﬂ*mmﬂmw
- something we can do? Oh! I must|very well’ tho.wd..‘wh-l bot many bright ::"Mm .;o:::"‘:'lo:'- shall be forgiven, poor - mig does
not lose you.’ ‘Bless you, my boy. Draw your | hopes were stricken iu the event, - « {fiot know that you ‘divections to

cancel the mame m But, Horace,
we musl rest & while., Be you careful,
and keep clear of Lyon Hargrave, - His

-Mhu now in favor of Lyon
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listle while she fell asleep—fell into
, Henoe, tb reader may not find our

the peaceful sleep that is to know no

more Shook of earthly wakiog.’
map as we locate them, though be sure

they had an existence, if not in lati-
tude and in name, yot all the same.
There was » shadpw upon Ingleside.
The mastar lay dead in the grand old
mansion, and people mourned. Of re-
Iatives by blood there were few, very
fow, to note the departure of the good
old maa, bat his goodness bad endear-
od bim to maay, and he bad been a
Obristian eighbor to the moltitude. | from the British East India service, to
Walter Hargrave died on Wedpes- | live with him as-& son, provided be
day, the 9th of December, 1840, %nd | was allowed to make himself usefal.
48 & fow circumstances of the time dy- | The discharge was obtained, and after

New York, and Walter Hargrave pre
served the body of the deceased, and
bad it sacredly interred at Inglesideé.
And he asked Horace Moore to remain
with him. He had conceived a strong
love for the youth, and could not give
him up,

Finally, Horace consented, if Mr.
Hargrave would obtain his discharge

\

They were within four days sail of

younger brother, and had died away
from home. Walter had taken the or-
phan nephew so far under his charge
as to send him to school, and pay all
his expensts until he was twenty-one;
and after that he had set the yousg
wmnn up in business, promising to help
him still farther if he woald help him-
self. Bat Lyon Hasrgrave would belp
himself only in the way of evil, His
uncle having learned thac his life in
New York was simply the life of sn
abandoned gamester, and havieg
sought in vain to reclaim him, let him
go his way., Lyon was now five-and-
twenty; rather below the mediom
height and sixe: with Qeck hair and

* | know she is true und loyal to you,
sir,” said the vouth, warmly. ‘ She loves
and reveras you.'

‘Aye, she is a good girl. Go and
call her. Sav to her that [ would see
her at once.’

Horace went as directed, and having
found Edith, they returned together to
the sick man's chamber, where the
housekeeper ‘trimmed the lamp, and
replenished the fire. Then she went
to the bedside, and reported :

“I am here, good ‘master.’

* I it you, Edith?’

‘Yes.

‘ Why do you leave me in the dazk?’

‘ Do you find it dark?’

+  The family at Ingleside had consist-

an adopted son, Horace Moore, aged

a fow faithful house-servants jand farm
hands. Hargrave had never masried.
In his youth he had plighted his faith

Later he went to sea with an uncle,
promising Clara that they would be
married when he returned. Two years
passed, and word came that the ship
bgg been lost, and then Clara, in sn-
swer to the tearfal entreaties of her
@ parents, gave her hand without her
heart t0 & man of means, named

ter Hargrave came bome to tell the
story of shipwreck and disaster epod a
far away desert Island. When he
knew all he could not in his beart

they were not happy.
Years, long years, passed away, lnd|
Hargrave, grown wealthy and retired |
from business, was on his way home
from Eogisad. On board the same
wgamer was a widow and her
son. With this son Hargrave formed
an accidental acqusintance, and liked
him. He was a youth of not more
than eighteen, singularly bedutifal and
manly, with a clear, bealthful skio, and
o face braming with intelligence. He
gave his name as Horace Moore. By-
and-by Mr. Hargrave asked for the
young man’s mother. She was quite
sick and confined to her state-room, so
Hornoe reported; and his look told
that he was anxions. The old gentle-
man’s sy were ited, and
« he soon gained au introduction to the
fnvslid, and found her to be the Clara
of the other years. A little while, and
the long seanson of shadow was forgot-
ten, and the twain returned to the love-
light aad warmth of the time agove.
Clara’s hosband had been dead three
yoars, sad she was now dependent
almost entirely upon her true and faith-
ful son for support. Yoang as be was,
he had already gained an enviable

P

od of Walter Hargrave, aged sixty; of

blame Clara; and, yet, from that time | ed
| Horace, and I only ask, for the rest of

the office of Asher Merton, Esq., of Ox-
ington, to study law.
spect,”

said Hargrave. ‘I suppose a

leave in your charge.’
‘ My dear friend,’ said Horace on one
oceasion—and he spoke with a hearti-

and given his love to Clara Edgarton. | ness which lasted for all time,— I will spoke.

set forth in life to steer my own ship,
and work her sailing, If, in the time
to come, your love and contidence shall
fall upon me in a golden shower, I
would have my life so attaned that the
deed shall be more to my heart than
the gold. 1 would have the deeper
treasure in the memory of the giver,

threw his arms around the youth, and
kissed bim, and said:

* Dear boy, you don't know how like
your mother you are., Bless her saint-
spirit! and bless you! I love you

my days on earth, that your love may
be my warmth and my joy!’

And Horace trisd that it should be
80. No, he did not try—his life so
naturally, in love and reverence, ran
its course, that it could not have been
otherwise.

One day in Autumn, when Horace
Moore had béen three years an inmate
of Ingleside mansion, Edith Somerby
eame to him and told him thet she

| feared Mr. Hargrave was dangerously

siek.’
‘It cannot be,’ said Horace. ‘ He
has only » old, which your kind nurse-
ing ougbt soon to overcome.’

Horace was upon the point of start.
ing for New York, where be had Lusi-
ness in court to sttend to for Mr. Mer-
ton, Edith advised him to Jet Mr,

go and attend to it himself.
but the youth saw Mr. Hargrave, and
was nssured, with gushing! and hesrty
confidence, that he might go to New
York with safety. And the old man
poo-pooh’d excessively at the ides of
bis being really sick.

And so Horace Moore went to New
York, He was less than four hours

trip.
Bright hours they were. . Love's

i
E for himself and mother on the present
| young dream had not forgotten a

single one of the tender memories, nor

snoy of winter had fallen, and be
found Mr. Hargrave very sick.

*Then light the Inmps.’

He did ‘not answer her at once, but

twenty-one; of a house-keeper, named | knowledge of law will not be amiss in [ after u time he put out his hands with
Edith Somerby, aged thirty; and of a|yourcase for the property which I shall [, oonvylsive movement, and said:

‘It is finished. Tell Clara I am
coming!’

And those were the last words he
He passed away with a smile
upon his face, as though he had smiled
gratefully and lovingly upon some
seraphic visitor.

Both Edith and Homce were too
stricken to do more than send for Mr.
Merton, and then to Keep order in the
house.

Mr. Asber Merton, with whom Hor-

for years Mr. Hargrave's attorney, and
be came in on this evening to take
charge of the papers, and put certain
books and documents under lock amd
key.

It was after ten o'clock when the
lawyer wont away, and he left a young
man named Stephen Cahill to wasch
in the library through the night.

‘ 1 don't know as there is any need
of it," he said to Edith, before he left,
bat it is well enoug : to have a watch-
er, and I didn’t think any of your folks
would be in just the mood to do it.
Stephen is not so bright as some, but
he is faithfnl, and may be depended
upon for keeping awnke.’

Edith afterwards remarked to Hor-
ace that she should have preferred
a different watcher, but since Stephen
Cahill had been set to the work, she
did not care to object.

It was midnight before Edith and
HW retired. Shortly before the
midoight hour, while the young man
was engage~d in writing letters of the
sad event to numerous friends of the
deceased, his sttention was called by
his companion to a sound in the rear
yard,

‘I bave heard it twice before,’ she
said, ‘ and this time I heard it very
plinly. Some one seems to be walk-
ing in the yard.'

| beard nothing. He came’ back, and

told Edith she must have heard- the
borses in the barn. Bat she did not
think so. She fancied that she had

Elith lighted two more lamps, and
* You can do as you like in this re-|¢hen asked Hargrave if be could see.

much grace and beauty of form and
feature. But there was evil jo his
beauty. and there was danger in his
grace. His eyes and his face were
beautifal like the eyes and the gleam-
ing face of the snake, and his bodily
movements were not unlike the siou
ous movements of the python.

And when those immediately inter-
ested bad been assembled, Mr. Merton
removed his locks from the doors and
drawers of the decensed; and when it
is understood that property, real and
personal, to the amount of a million
dollars, hung in the balance, we shall
not wonder that there was anxiety.

CHAPTER IL

Ingleside while the attorney overhauled
the private papers of the dead master
none were more nervous and eager
than was Edith Somerby. There had
been a cloud upou her from the first—a
premonition of evil—which she could
not shake off. Was it that she had,
individually, great interests at stake
or was it from seme canse more ex-
traneous? Nome could tell. She sat
like a statuecarved from marble, het
bands closely clasped, and her lips
bloodless from compression.

8o was Lyon Hargrave esger and
anxious; but he was net pale like Edith
Semerby. He flushed and paled by
turns, as though the blow which was
to annibilate him might be suspended
unseen. His handd were clasped and
uncinsped, and he eat like a hare
watchiul of the bay of the hounds,
starting at a sound, and anon endea-
voring to appear self-possessed.

Horace Moore was nervous, but mot
as others were nervous. He sesmed
like one who felt out of place. In fact,
he said to Edith, before entering, that
he wished he could be legitimately an:
properly away.: He felt like an inter.
loper. Could lie have been placed back
one short month, and allowed to ex-
press his wish to his guardias, he would
have mid,—* Forget uo one elge in
memory of-me. Let not your bounty

one thing he eould not have so readily
given up; and because this lagey
thing became, unwillingly, 4 comcom-
itant of the wealth, an influence was t

How will they be left P’
At this point Lyon Hargrave arose.

bats a foe he cannot see. As he arose
be grasped the back of a chair for sup-
port, and a fierce wrath, arising from a
cause long and deeply seated. gave him
strength of steadiness. UOrdinarily he
was not weak, and only contending
emotions of great power had now for
the time unnerved bim.
‘Pending further search for my
uncle’s will,’ he said, ‘let this matter
rest a8 it should—in the hands -of wy
uncle's attorney. It has been asked if
Mr. Hargrave would not have surely
left & will could be have had his own

The whole thing hinges upon this
single proposition: Would Walter
bave left his wealth to bis
owa flesh and blood—to the sou of his
own brother—or would be have set at
defiance all. known laws of consangu-
inity, and left his money to the off-
spring of a mere ndventaress—a wo-
man who tricked and betrayed bim in
his youth omly to succeed in fooling
bim in bis childish old age? I kmow
that the heart of the poor old man did
for a season warm toward this inter.
loper; but I have reason to believe that
he came at length to realize what an
imbecile part he was acting. If you
ask me how, when the shaduw of death

he would have answered to the calls of
those ties of blood which had been dear
to him from bis eradle. And you will
permit me to say ome thing jmore:
Should fortune place this estate in my
possession, let the long-tried and faith-
fal servants of Ingleside rést sssured
that generous rememberance shall be
theirs. My uncle could not possibly
bave done more for them than I will do.’
At this pulat Horace Moorg, who Bad
paled and flashed by turms, started to
his feet, now pale as death, with bis
bandes and his teeth firmly shut. But
before he could apeak Edith grasped
bim by the arm and pulled bim back
and whispered something in his ear
What she whispered was simply o re-
winder to the youth that he was at pre-
sent an utterly powless nobody in the
presence of august Law; and she told
rim that bis passions were more power-
less than was he in his proper self. She
sdvised bhim to remiin silent.

Lyon Hargrave, secing the move
went, assumed a smile, and addressed
be ansembled servants

*My friende—you who have served

me in charge of Ingleside, and I take
this occasion, seeing that you are all
together, to notify you that, so far as I

« present of from three to five hundred
dollars. Mr. Meérton will understand
wnd second] my plan.’

The male and female servants of

Thus far he bad sat like one who com she might have loved a dear son or a

@y unele—I mayQay to you that in 5
the absence of & willjthe law will put | O

Horace regarded Edith Somerby as a
second mother; and she loved him as

brother. Her heart, which might have
been given in warmer Jove, lay baried
in the church-yard at Oxington. We
say this because it was whispered at
Ingleside that the housekeoper would
hawe won the fair youth for herself if
she could. Baut no such wish or
thought ever entered her mind. No
doubt she often said to herself—her
softened eye many a time betrayed the
emotion—that blessed would be the
waiden who should wholly win him.
She appreciated him thoroughly, sad
esteemed him highly. -
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